332               RICHARD  LOVELACE

All your defections now                             25

Are not writ on your brow.
Odes to faults give
A shame must live.

When a fat mist we view, we coughing run;
But that once meteor drawn, all cry, Undone!         30

How bright the fair Paulina did appear,

When hid in jewels she did seem a star!

But who could soberly behold

A wicked owl in cloth of gold ?

Or the ridiculous ape                                  35

In sacred Vesta's shape ?
So doth agree
Just praise with thee;

For since thy birth gave thee no beauty, know
No poet's pencil must or can do so.                          40

THE DUEL

LOVE, drunk the other day, knock'd at my breast,

But I, alas! was not within:
My man, my ear, told me he came t' attest

That without cause h' had boxed him,
And battered the windows of mine eyes,
And took my heart for one of ?s nunneries.

I wond'red at the outrage safe returned,

And stormed at the base affront;
And by a friend of mine, bold Faith, that burn'd,

I call'd him to a strict accompt.
He said that, by the law, the challeng'd might
Take the advantage both of arms and fight.

Two darts of equal length and points he sent,
And nobly gave the choice to me;

Which I not weigh'd, young and indifferent,
Now full of naught but victory.

So we both met in one of 's mother's groves,

The time, at the first murm'ring of her doves.